DEAD WRITERS 

Dusk of existence, 

dry economies’ rattling 
halts, midnight winter, 
forlorn world, | see 
your footprints. Eyes 
to the wind, graves 
facing off of bluffs, 
where are you? Is 

your immortality 
hidden? | require 
statues and schools, 
erected in your name. 
Fly out of your cave, 
brush my face, spread 
your pages across the 
floor. Give yourself to me. 


